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unprepared, avenge the yet warm blood of Turkee, and secure
the capital and the central provinces for the rightful heir. For
what concerned Has a, its conquest could be only all the more
certain for being a moment deferred.

Feysul, wiser than Absalom, subscribed to 'Abd-Allah's
opinion, and the event fully justified him. Without loss of
time the camp was broken up, and the whole army in move-
ment on its backward way for Ri'ad, under whose walls forced
marches speedily brought them, while Mesharee yet imagined
his competitor far off on the other side of the passes in the
distant plains of Hasa.

On the first appearance of the lawful prince, all Nejed rose
round his banner. The capital followed the example, the gates
were thrown open, and Feysul entered Ri'ad amid enthusiastic
acclamations, and without striking a blow.

But Mesharee still occupied the palace, whose high walls and
massive outworks could stand a long siege, as sieges go in
Arabia; while within the fortress he had at his disposition all
the state treasury, artillery, and ammunition, beside good store
of provisions in case of blockade; lastly, he was protected by a
powerful garrison of his own retainers, well paid and well
armed. Thus provided, he determined to hold out, and wait a
turn of fortune. It came, but against him.

Feysul, on his side, ordered an immediate assault on the
fortress. It was delivered, but the thick walls and iron-bound
gates, joined to the desperate valour of the defenders, baffled
all efforts; and the assailants were reduced to wait the slow
results of a regular siege.

This lasted twenty days without bringing material advantage
to either party. But on the twenty-first night, 'Abd-Allah,
desirous to bring matters to a conclusion by any means, how-
ever hazardous, took with him two sturdy companions of his
Shomer kinsmen, refugees like himself, and, under cover of
darkness, went roaming round the castle walls in hopes of
detecting some unguarded spot. At a narrow window high up
under the battlements (it was afterwards pointed out to me
when I was at the very place) a light was glimmering. 'Abd-
Allah drew close underneath, took a pebble, and threw it up
against the window. A head appeared and called out in a
muffled tone, " Who are you *\" 'Abd-Allah recognized the voice